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Everyone laughed, and Sir Philip suggested as a name for
Sheridan, who was always in debt, "the man who extends
England's credit."
The Prince began laughing, but seeing that Sheridan was
really annoyed, said, "with a pitying air and tone," "Don't
mind him, old fellow! His penalty shall be to find a name for
me, and woe betide him if I'm not content with it!"
"Name, name," called out everyone.
" 7"A0Man," said Sir Philip with marked emphasis, and paused.
"Go on," said Sheridan.
"I've done," said Sir Philip.
"I'm content," said the Prince, bowing "gracefully round."
On a certain Tuesday in March of this year the first two
cantos of a long poem called Childe Harold's Pilgrimage appeared
in the booksellers' shops. It was written by a young and
little-known peer called Lord Byron. There was at this time
an increasing thirst for the romantic, and here, between the
covers of this book with "A Romaunt" inscribed on the title
page, was the very fruit to quench it. The effect of Childe
Harold was astounding. When people met, or strolled, or dined,
they talked of Byron; he became as well known as before he
had been little known, and was invited everywhere.
The Regent had Byron presented to him, and there ensued
between them an appropriate conversation on poets and poetry.
Whether Charlotte and Byron met we do not know. A book-
seller shewed in his window a copy of Childe Harold especially
bound for her, and possibly this was the nearest that she
came to being in touch with the author.
No doubt the many people who would have liked, but
could not afford, to join in the fashionable occupation of
statue-collecting were soothed by seeing Lord Elgin pilloried
within this young man's stanzas for carrying off Grecian
marbles, But this was a side-issue. The paramount charm of
his poetry was that it was poetry which everyone could under-
stand: even the most matter-of-fact or the most vapid-minded
could grasp these verses on Sighs and Smiles, Matadores,
Moonlight, Voluptuous Vice, Gallant Steeds, Spanish Maidens,
Moorish Turrets, Strange Pangs, Joy's Delicious Springs, and
Ambition's Airy Halls; here was what everyone had experi-
enced and seen or might reasonably hope to experience and
see, all displayed through the coloured glass of obvious romance.
Nothing could be more satisfactory. By the middle of December
Childe Harold was in its fifth edition.